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take you upstairs," and again she looked at Wizzie, whose eyes,
Dud could not help noticing, were fixed upon the hands in her
lap just as they had been at the Antelope, "and when I've
made sure you're comfortable I'll come back and break up this
—what do you call it?—this happy symposium!"
Thus she spoke and rose at once from her chair, while
Wizzie, without giving No-man so much as a single glance,
got up quickly too, and bidding Claudius a nervous but self-
possessed good-night allowed herself to be led from the room.
No-man mechanically did as their hostess had suggested.
He turned his chair towards the fire, refused the more com-
fortable one offered by Roger Cask, and bending over the grate
lit a cigarette with a torn envelope from his pocket.
"Oh, by the way, Mr. Cask," he said, "would you mind tell-
ing me where the lavatory is?"
"Certainly—certainly/' responded the other and went to
the door; but when he reached it he paused and turned: "I
generally go out myself/' he said "for ordinary purposes, to
the back of the King's Arms. There's a nice place there. Ours
is next to the spare room where your"—he hesitated a second
—"where your wife is, and the 'flush/ for I saw to its plumb-
ing myself, is rather—rather violent, but, of course, do just
as you like!"
Dud moved past him ungraciously with the barest nod and
went out into the street.
Roger Cask followed him, pointing with his hand, and ex-
claiming: "There, over there! You can't miss it; it's just out-
side	" But the man's words were drowned in the musical
voice of a youth selling the local paper. The tune to which he
sang, "Ech . . . o! Ech . . . o/" would have charmed Dud
at any other time; but on the top of Mr. Cask's aqueducts and
plumbing it was too much. He had not gone many steps in
the direction indicated—and it had begun to occur to him that
since he was so close to his lodging he ought to inform his
landlord that he would be out all night—when he came upon
a musician standing in a stable-arch and accompanying his
singing on a concertina. This man looked at him—a wistful
supplicating look—and Dud, feeling superstitious about refus-
ing anything to anyone on this night of nights, fumbled in his
leather purse for a piece of silver*
"I was a double-dyed fool/' he said to himself as he pro-

